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Elizabeth Boyd / intaglio

S c r a b b I e, W i t h L o v e
Scientists have been trying for years to desc1ibe what light is and how it travels. The problem
is that it seems to travel either in waves or in particles, depending on the type of expeliment. If allowed, it travels as if in waves, the photons spread out ambiguously in space. But if you shine a beam
of light through a slitted wall onto a screen, it suddenly seems to be traveling in particles. The moment
you intrude with your measurements in the attempt to detemrine which photons are where, you have
lost your chance at seeing light as it really is.
Attempting to define light is both more ambitious and more noble than attempting to fill this
blank page with words, but this project seems as frustrating. Words are measurements which intrude
on the thing I am trying to express; they enable me to say something, but their intrusion limits and
clipples my ability to represent truth. The moment I lay down a progression of words for the sake of
communication, I have represented some part of a dynamic, complex, even chaotic creation with bits of
line-crazy! Especially if I claim that they do pin down a thought or two, my words are immediately
incomplete, limited, inaccurate, even dishonest. It seems that trying to win at this game is comparable
to trying to win at a game of Scrabble while roller-skating in a buffalo herd. Perhaps blindfolded.
I have been frustrated with blank pages this semester, and felt powerless to fill them. I have
been bitter in classrooms where words are tools used to get at whole worlds of thought in fifty minutes.
I get more and more restless with each proposition and asse1tion-we may have the world in a glass
box, and great minds displayed like so many insects on pins, but why must we pretend that this is adequate, and even important?

In church, too, I am frantic. I am glad for the liturgy and I try to fit my heait to the words I
should recite and sing, but, sitting still in such a calm congregation, I am scai·ed that we treat the
weekly words as something much more than what they are-human expressions of wonder, repentance, gratitude, and praise; I fear we thinlc they give us enough of a foothold on the incomprehensible
to be comfortable. I know that afterwai·ds we usually talk to each other mildly, as if nothing had happened. Would it help if we added a disclaimer to the beginning of the service? Perhaps we should begin each Sunday by reciting, "We haven't got it yet, these words pin nothing down." But those, too, are
only words.
Of course, I'm not the only one frustrated with the failure of words-and the systems and social structures they help to maintain- in getting at the fundamental mystery, pai·adox, and complexity
of our expelience, our world, and our God. Nor am I the only one scared by the attitude those words

and structures can help to create-a certain comfortableness, a sense of control, a feeling of having
done something stable and important. This frustration and fear breeds many a living room and coffee
shop conversation, in which it is established that it is our institutions that have killed our love for reading, our ability to think for ourselves, and our desire to learn, and in which it is likely that two or more
people will speak closing lines something like, "I'm so fed up with school. . .I just want to quit."
Now, I've spent a semester trying, in some rather ineffective ways, to avoid this "arrogance,"
this pretending to have gotten somewhere by melit of words. I've either attempted to ignore my classes
or have sat in them, bitter, wonde1ing why people seem to think their categolies are eternal and their
words important. I've often avoided church altogether. Despite all this effort, however, and despite all
those heartwarming living room and coffee shop gathelings of the oppressed and victimized, I seem to
have picked up quite a few bits of knowledge, worshipped despite my fear, and in fact said quite a few
things myself along the way. One might begin to suspect that it's rather impossible to live without
words; one might think, even, that there's something good about the repeated attempt to express and
communicate, however shmt of success that attempt falls. What's more, it seems that it might be good
to construct structures in which we can share our words with each other, and in which we can, together,
present our words to God, and listen to his words. So.
Ending paragraphs with "so" happens to be a habit I picked up from Annie Dillard; it seems
approp1iate here to mention something she says in Holy the Finn. "We do need reminding," she says,
"not of what God can do, but of what he cannot do, or will not, which is to catch time in its free fall and
stick a nickel's worth of sense into our days." And later, "We are most deeply asleep at the switch when
we fancy we control any switches at all." Yes, we are asleep if we think our words and structures give
us control; we are asleep if we think we are rooted in anything but mystery, and holy chaos. But we are
also asleep if we do not dare to speak, if we do not have the love and courage to hurl our crippled words
into the future, not knowing just how short they will fall; we are asleep if we don't try to communicate
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with each other, and set up ways to learn from each other, and ways to communally talk to God. It
seems especially hard at the student end of life. Young, and therefore somewhat blind, we must throw
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our bread on the waters; with unce11ainty heavy in our gut we say the words that begin to decide our
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lives' direction. We know that everything can change without notice, that there is much we don't know,
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much we can't know, and even more that we might know but can't quite talk about, yet we must try.
Is it right to bow to a system of learning, a system of pinning down a dynamic, infinitely complex world? Will I be glad I did? I don't know: I can't know. For now, as long as bowing never means
accepting a human word as a final word, I will do it, but I probably won't get much sleep.

Sonnet #1
Outside my door the storm is a quiet knell.
Will times of blind resistance ever fail?
This sandy earth should never hold so well,
nor should my feeble walls resist the gail.
The storm sings a dirge that hits my home full force.
How long can life pause at the breaking point?
Will soft winds batter down remorse?
Will doors and walls give way while rains annoint
the inner grounds, where like a seed I lie?
The blighted hope of Eden lingers still,
but what of this sandy plot where I will die?
This ground might yield enough good fruit to fill,
To satisfy the starving spirit's need,
and motivate the spirit newly freed.

Daniel Paul Philips

Life In a Teapot
Sometimes even when I don't think about anything I stop to think. I can't even help it, it's like when
a small animal is sitting around just peacefully and a significantly larger, toothed animal happens along and
that small animal just begins to rnn. Well that's just how it was today when I was sitting alone in my room
with nothing to think about when Shirly happened along .... well she didn't actually happen along I just remembered that she said that she was going to be happening along today. So I guess I was more like a small
animal that, when remembe1ing that a big hungry carnivore would be happening along, bolted. So anyway,
instead of physically bolting, my thoughts began a collective bolt, you know like in a forest fire when all the
living things, except the trees and bushes, make a mad dash for safety. You would think that at a time like that
I would jump up and put the kettle for tea on the fire, but instead I just lay there on my bed like I do every
Wednesday afternoon when Shirly is coming over for tea. Just like every time. And just think about how she
is and remember how happy she was last week when she came up for tea. She was sure to be happy again for
some reason or other.
When Shirly can1e up I was still under the covers, just like every week when she came in. I didn't
say too much to her at first when she came in because I didn't want for her to lose that happy mood that she
was in. But anyway when I heard her put the kettle on the stove I knew there was trouble. I think it was the
way that the kettle scraped against the burner that sounded just like a mother cat cleaiing her throat in the face
of an intruder. It was then that I realized that Shirly had yet to even clear her throat. So I threw my pillow
away from my face and uied not to say, "oh hi Shirly." I guess that what I wanted to say was, "gosh what's
wrong?" or, "I've been thinking about you."
"Oh .. hi Shirly." I said it. But I said it with conviction.
She looked at me, doing her best to mimic the flames licking the pot of lukewaim water. So I felt
very weird. It seemed to me that my conviction had not sti1Ted her. It was about a minute before she spoke,
maybe five, and just see if you're not as surplised as I was by what she said to me then.
She said, "Lester, why ai·e you still here?" And I thought that I spoke with conviction! Her voice
had so much conviction that I practically burst out crying, and I probably would have if I hadn't been so confused. If she had said something like, "hi Les, how's everything?" with that much conviction I think I could
have followed her thinking and clied without reservation. But she really threw me for a loop when she asked
me that, and I just stai·ed at her with my mouth hanging open and scratching my head. I usually can think of
something to say to just about anything, but Shirly had stumped me. Standing light there in my room she just
said one thing to me and I just had to stand there, and the longer I thought about it the less I had to say, and the
less that I had to say the waimer everything seemed to get until it was dowmight hot. And the whole time she
just stood there looking light at me and looking as if she was just as mad at me, and for what I had to ask. Why
would Shirly be mad at me for still being here when she was coming over for tea? It was as if she didn't want

to have tea with me, and why should she anyway? I mean it's not as if I had asked her to come over in the first
place, and if she was mad at me why didn't she just come out and say it? But what really got to me was that
way that she had to always talk as if everything depended on her words, or on the way she said them, and how
much I always wanted to c1y whenever she would say anything as if eve1y time she talked to me she would act
as if she were telling me that her mother was dying or Ameiica was being invaded or something like that, but
she was only telling me how she didn't like tiding the bus at night or saying how fun it was to go to the park
last Tuesday when we went to the park and Shirly told me about where she grew up in a small town and I
pictured the town that they say Jesus was born in even though I knew that they didn't have towns like that
where Shirly came from.

So I thought about small towns, Jesus, and
being in the park with Shirley until the sun
staited to go down and there wasn't anything else
to think that I hadn't already thunk at least three
times through. And when I looked up Shirley
was gone, but the tea kettle was still whistling on
the fire even though most of the water had boiled
off before we got tea and I wondered when I
would see Shirley again.
Did you ever feel like if you move the entire world would cmmble, but if you didn't move
then you would be permanently frozen in that
spot for the rest of you life? Well if you can
imagine it then you can imagine me lying there
after Shirley was gone and the tea was mined and the windows were all fogged up.
I decided that I could move my eyes ai·ound without doing too much damage. After a while oflookt;j

ing all around I realized that a more immediate problem facing me was the kettle sitting on the fire. Even
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though I didn't know if metal could burn or not, I thought that it wouldn't be such a good idea to leave it
sitting there because it might become red hot or something. But what good would it do for me to prevent that
ifl destroyed the world in the few steps to the stove? On the other hand what good would it do to preserve the
order of the world if I was going to burn down the building and stand watching without batting an eye?

After a great deal of debate I decided that I had better iisk destroying the world to save myself. The
smoke coming from the tea pot helped me a little in this decision.
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look, out my window

as i see her, i think 'jump'
i can't says her slow shuffle down the sidewalk
it towers over my life
shadow too big for words
it gets dark, the chandelier goes on so poor can see
what is missing life
trapped like the fat
no escape from the drab wall staring back at me
birds don't even stop
no curtain broken blind
the glaiing neon strikes through my soul and will
only the oppressed stop
how to make sense of it
look, out my window the life stopped and the death
the death took over

Tonya Tucker

I talked with Will Campbell by
the open stove in his log cabin study during
late December of 1990. Nashville was prepating for Christmas, and the country was
geaifog up for the Persian Gulf wai·. We
continued the conversation at Gass's Groce1y Store. Subject of books, atticles, and
comic strips, Will Davis Campbell has been
a maverick, Baptist preacher and w1iter
probably ever since his baptism at age seven
in the Glmy Hole of the east fork of the
Amite River in southwest Mississippi in
1931. Friend to the count1y music set, the
civil rights rousers and the Ku Klux Klan,
Campbell has become known for his eccentricities-outspokenness, com-whiskey, a
chew of tobacco and a cheny wood cane. A
Yale graduate with a drawl and a righteous
anger, he should perhaps be better known
for his books, Forty Acres and a Goat,
Brother to a Dragonfly, The Glad River and

others. There's a touch of Faulkner here and
Twain too. And a challenge to our institutions along with a brutal honesty that might
mal(e us catch a glimpse of ourselves.
Campbell expects to be eulogized in death
as "a good ole boy" who 'just had some
crazy ideas.'' And the crazy ideas of the
memoirs and the novels glimmered now and
again as he responded both to the questions
I asked and to the ones I ought to have
asked.

DB: Let me ask you first about audience. To whom do you write? Or do you think in
those terms?

WC. I really don't. I guess The Convention is the only book I ever wrote with an audience in mind, but it was a lesson in humility because the audience I intended totally ignored me.
DB: Southern Baptists?

WC: Both factions. I didn't expect the so-called Fundamentalists-that's a misnomer
by the way; they're really not fundamentalist in the historical sense, only in a theological-historical sense, but that's what they call them-anyway, I didn't expect them to
pay attention to it. I must say I thought the moderate faction would take to it, but then,
when that didn't happen, it made sense. In the book they don't come off much better
than the other side really.

Writing is a
disease-you catch it and you don't ever get
cured and don't really think about where you
got the virus or what the antidote might be.
I've never thought much in terms of a reading audience.

Obviously poverty is not the antidote.
DB: You don't ever feel sort of awkwardly between a Christian audience and a secular
audience?

WC: Not really. I guess I never thought about that until quite recently. There was a
piece about me in the cun-ent issue of Rolling Stone. I just assumed from what I knew
of Rolling Stone magazine and from what different people have said was in it that this
should be a very hostile bunch. My friend Jessi Colter is a very religious woman, and
her position was that this article would give me a heating with the "secular audience."
She says millions of people will read about me. I thinl<: she over-estimates. I haven't
seen an issue of Rolling Stone in twenty years, but I doubt if millions read it. They
probably look at the ads-some of the rock aiticles and stuff. But her point was a lot of
people would get an exposure to the gospel who never would have got it, if, and she
was worried about this part, ifl don't talk the way I do. If my mouth wasn't so foul.
Anyway, I didn't read it. Probably more from an-ogance than from humility, although
there is a very thin line between those two. If the guy said neat things about me, that's
bad for my humility, and if he said bad things about me, then that's good for my hostility. So I just won't read it.
DB: What are the projects you're working on now?

WC: Well, I'm trying to write a social history of one section of land down in Mississippi, section 13 [Providence 1992]. It is the section of Township 23, North Range.
And this was a cooperative farm back in the late 30s and 40s and interracial. It was
something of a parallel to the tenant farmers union, an attempt to be a show place of cooperative farming. They never really pulled it off, but I wouldn't say they were a failure
because they had a very successful medical clinic and some educational programs and
other things. Then the war came along and a lot of them became old-line socialist and
liberal democrats, Roosevelt Democrats, and then after the war, in 1955, the white citizen council ran them off. And I've been on the board of that land ever since. Providence Farm it's called, strange name. Providence Plantation was on that same land. I
wanted to give the land back to the Choctaws, but I wasn't able to pull it off.
So I want to write about the first removal of the Choctaws. I'm not going to go
back in prehistory of the Mississippian period and all that, but I'll begin with the
Choctaw removal and what Andrew Jackson did and try to humanize that God-awful
period of American history. It is as if someone came here and said you've got to move
out of this hollow; we want your land.
They were a nation. They were civilized, had schools, the majority of them
Christian by then. They would have these meetings, brush arbor meetings, and the
preacher would come to Vicksburg or Natchez, whites sitting on one side, Choctaws on
the other. I'm trying to write a book without once using the word Indians.
DB: Using specific tribes?

WC: Yes, nations. Some people like the phrase "Native Americans." It seems to me
that's more demeaning. They weren't Americans. We call them that. What do you
mean Native Americans?
Then I plan to write about the plantation period and the second removal when
the Providence Farm people were run off and close it out with that. It's going to be a
hard book to write without being self-serving and saying I was the hero in the thing because I insisted to the end to return it to the Choctaws. It's the same old story you
know. The white folks skim off the top and give the redskins the bluffs.
DB: Well, it sound like your perspective on your calling has stayed pretty much the same
over the years. It seems like you just respond to whatever comes to the door.

WC: Yeah, I think so.
DB: And your theology, despite Yale University and all that, is it still, "We're all bastards
but God loves us anyway."

WC: Right.
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DB: So you don't think of yourself as a Southern writer or a Christian writer or a minister or any of those kinds of phrases?

I think anybody is a fool who tries to think
of themselves as anything. That'ssomethingforotherpeople.

wc:

I live in the South. I was raised in the South. That makes me a southern writer, or a
southern breather, you know. Then when I wrote Glad River I chose the South Pacific
because I was there and I knew something about it.
DB: So faith has something to do with the writing simply because faith has everything to
do with you, I guess.

WC: I guess. You know, I don't think about it.
DB. Well, I want to talk a little bit about this anti-institutionalism, for want of a better
phrase. Do you have much involvement with the contemporary church?

WC: No.
DB: Where do you get your support?

WC: That's very difficult for me to talk about. But I don't have any problem finding
support or finding community. I have a friend and we go down to Gass's Tavern because it's here and we're here. We knew everybody in there and everybody knew us.
No big deal. The noon drinking crowd-Coke, beer, hamburgers. Once when we left,
my friend said, "Will, I'm not criticizing you. You know you kind of like to think you
run with all kinds of folks, but as for running buddies couldn't you pair off with a little
better class of people? You know these are trash."
I said, "How many people do you know that you can call them at three o'clock
in the morning and tell them you need them and they'd be there as soon as they could
get their britches on?''
"I guess I don't know anybody," he said.
"Everybody in there would. And I would for them, and they know it, " I told
him.
Now, to jump from there, to say that Gass's Tavern is the church, I think would
be a mistake. It would just be to replay the drama and say to the world, build a tavern
and everybody go there twice a week. Go on Friday night and Saturday night because
they got music, and they'll let you sit in with the band and fulfill that need that you
have to be a country music star. That's not it either. So you don't ever name it, or I
don't because if I name it and put it on my bumper sticker that I found it, I'm going to
run it. You can bet your life on that. I'll run it, and I can run it. Just as I can run any
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big steeple if anybody's fool enough to offer me that job. On seventeen hours a week, I
can run it. I don't know how I arrived at that figure. Some ecclesiastical actuary I
guess helped me on it. I can do it all in a seventeen-hour week, but I would never again
see that as my vocation, that's the way I make my living, running an institution.
There's a way to do it. I was trained to do it, and I can do it. Including the sermons.
Most of it in my judgment is totally irrelevant to what goes on in the world. The "big
preacher," the "good preachers." It doesn't mean anything, you know. That guy's a
powerful preacher. What does he do outside the pulpit? Or what do the people do
when they hear this great sermon? I forgot what your question was, but that's the answer.
DB: I've already said how much I like Glad River; it reminds me of a sort of Catch 22
war novel on one level but much more than that, too. There's fecal imagery right at the
heart of it. Christ as sludge. God as sludge. Is that something you would say is our call
today? To somehow fertilize the earth?

WC: I think our call, our vocation is to be free. That's what Jesus is about, that is what
we should be about. I learned a long time ago that I am less free than my father was.
My children are less free than I am. My father was less free than his father was. It's
very difficult. I remember when the Social Security Act was being passed. I think I
wrote about that somewhere maybe. William Randolph Hearst took out full-page ads
in all his newspapers. He said if we do this, then Big Brother is going to know how
many times you've been married, how much money you have in the bank and all the
rest. People know everything about me today 'cause it's all there.
A part of the thing that happened to Gary Hart deserves sympathy. Mr. Hart, I
think, was flaunting his loins, but that wouldn't have happened forty or fifty years ago.

we are becoming something of a technological concentration camp.

so

DB: Do you still feel the failure of the church as much in the context of all this? I was
reading your essays in The Failure and the Hope. They reminded me some of Martin
Luther King's letters from the Birmingham jail where he talks about the failure of the
church to be the church. He said the church is a thermometer instead of a thermostat,
registering change rather than creating change. Do you still feel that failure of the
church?

WC: Of the institutional church, the structured church, yes. And I think that this has
been going on for years, really. There's a book of Edith Hamilton's that I have made
such a part of me. It's a little book called The Search for Truth. There's one brief chapter about the church in which she said the great church of Christ was founded by a
group of young zealots often willing to die for Christ. But they did not trust him; they
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could not trust him to build a church in his way. So we get dogma, doctrines and theologies. Confessions of faith. None of which Jesus talked about. He talked about a
cup of cold water. But right off, we have to be about installing a global sprinkler system. And her point is that once you start formulating dogma to contain and systematize
Jesus, the real message of Jesus, the essence of Jesus, is pretty much out the window.
And that's what's happening among Southern Baptists today who have always
boasted of being non-creedal. Now they're more creedal than Rome. But the fight is
about the creed. Again, what difference does it make to believe that some nonexistent,
never-seen document is in error?
The fight became a defense of dogma long ago.
DB: And you grieve over this?

WC: Yeah.
DB: What does a mourner look like these days? Is our call just to be whoever we are
and respond to the needs that come our way?

WC: That's all I know.
DB: Tom T. Hall calls you a "Jesus-loving agnostic."

WC: He says he didn't say that.
DB: Is that close?

WC: I doubt it. I remember something Waylon Jennings said. Waylon had some sort
of problem and Jessi Colter, his wife, wanted me to talk to him. I always have trouble
with that, with being an ecclesiastical peeping Tom prying into the state of someone's
soul. One night we were Greensboro County. We'd shot all the ducks and ships in the
video games and played all the gin rummy we could stand riding on the bus from
Greensboro to Tampa. I said, "Waylon, do you really believe?"
He said, "Yeah." Conversation was sparse that night.
I said, "What's that supposed to mean?"
He said, "Uh-huh." I think that about gets it. □
Editor's note:
The interview from which this is excerpted will appear in the Winter 1993 issue of Southern Quarterly. .
Will Campbell will speak about his newly published book, Providence, on January 26, as the last speaker in
the 1993 January Series.
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Our college is at a fork in the road, according to many. It has been recently severed from the
Seminary, and the College Board of Trustees,
which holds much more basic power over the institution than the faculty, was simultaneously restructured to allow more theological diversity. Revisions in the core curriculum and the criteria for hiring and promoting faculty are to be considered this
year, the first year of a public fund-raising campaign to create an independent endowment for the
College.
Some would say that these are harmless,
natural symptoms of a maturing Reformed college.
Others would argue that any one of these changes
has the capacity to set Calvin adrift from its theological moorings; taken together in rapid succession, this capacity for secularization is multiplied.
My colleagues therefore organized a very helpful
Fall Faculty Conference this year to provide a forum for discussing these changes. I am writing to
continue and expand the discussion we began
there. I do not intend to "take a side" on the question of whether Calvin is drifting into seculaiism; I
only want to suggest that we frame up the question
properly, and thus reduce the chance of coming to
the wrong conclusion. The Fall Conference has
provided a particular frame of reference for this issue, and something important was said there that I
wish had been said differently. My basic problem
has to do with our use of the word "justice."
The centerpiece of the conference was
George Marsden's fine talk, entitled "The Secularization of Church Related Colleges and What That
Means for Calvin College." I will first try to summarize it.
Emphasizing Presbyterian colleges as case
studies, Dr. Marsden presented the general historical pattern through which Protestant schools have
moved during the last three hundred years: beginning as traditional, orthodox institutions, they
gradually became secular, then actively hostile to

the faith that was their original unifying principle.
Rarely has the original tradition been preserved for
more than 150 yeai·s at the same institution. Some
things associated with the old tradition-elitism,
sexism, racism, establishmentarianism, and extreme student regulations, to name a few----did indeed deserve to change, but this change has followed a pattern destructive of other parts of the tradition, especially its confessional orthodoxy. This
has left the formerly Christian colleges with no distinctive voice in the modem world.
According to Dr. Marsden, eight forces
combined to promote this destructive pattern of
change:
Rising professionalism and desires
for "academic excellence" tended to weaken confessional standards for faculty hiring.
Colleges tended to move from historic confessions of faith to broader, contemporary
statements of faith (to attract a broader constituency) that eventually replaced Christian distinctiveness with bland "ethical guidelines."
Big increases in Federal funding of
education brought pressure to improperly apply to
private institutions the proper non-discriminatory
standards of the public realm.
Economic pressures against survival in a narrowly defined market led colleges to
broaden their trusteeship and fund-raising constituency to those who neither understood nor appreciated their tradition.
Students' changing mores exerted
pressure, as they were led to believe that Christian
colleges were not as "fun" as other places.
Faculty were trained in secular institutions where primary allegiance was pledged to
modernism. They brought to Clnistian colleges a
direct presence of the intellectual pressures of their
day, including the idea that faith was not integrally
related to learning. They thus gradually dismissed
the importance of maintaining a well-defined

Christian heritage in the face of other pressures.
And now an important point: the immediate (or
"short term") injustices brought on by maintaining
the tradition seemed overwhelming in comparison to any potential long-term effect upon orthodoxy.
Cultural pluralism was often championed
by Protestant churches, which took a lead in diminishing the importance of religion in public life and
ultimately took on the values of the public domain.
At times this happened because discriminating reli-

tight faculty hiring standards which currently include membership in the Christian Reformed
Church, subscription to the historical confessions
of that church, and faculty support of Christian
education at all levels, at their own expense, for
their children, we should complement them with
stronger suppmt for Christian graduate education.
1bis was taken by Dr. Marsden to imply some tuition benefit for Calvin faculty children, in order to
build loyalty in the rising generation (not to mention the present generation!)

Faculty hiring standards are crucial to setting boundaries to our
pluralism and insuring loyalty to our Christian tradition above
loyalty to one•s post-enlightenment professional standards.
giously sometimes appeared to involve a secondary
discrimination along such lines as race.
Academic peers defined Christian
institutions as second-class because of their "restrictions" on academic freedom. 1bis created even
more pressure to jettison the tradition in favor of
perceived intellectual excellence.
While Calvin's situation is not identical to
these stylized facts (we are not American Presbyterians, have a stronger Kuyperian tradition of thinking faithfully about learning, and live in a
postmodern world), Dr. Marsden suggests that
there is reason for concern, identifying the familiar
thin entering wedge of modernism in recent institutional changes at Calvin. In particular, faculty hiring standards are crucial to setting boundaries to
our pluralism and insuring loyalty to our Christian
tradition above loyalty to one's post-enlightenment
professional standards. Marsden argues that a surgical broadening of trusteeship or faculty hiring
standards in one generation has generally lead to a
hemorrhage in the next. But if we should retain
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Now note that Dr. Marsden's discussion
has a fulcrum, a point toward which the main argument advances and from which its implications
spring. That fulcrum proposes that, to remain faithful to our Christian affirmation over the long haul,
we must be willing to accept some immediate,
short-term injustices, especially in faculty hiring
and promotion decisions, in the interest of a longterm greater good-control of the erosion of all that
we stand and live for. When pressed for an illustration, Mr. Marsden extemporaneously suggested
that if a sincere Lutheran were to be dismissed from
a Reformed college's department in which, "if such
a discipline exists," the integration of faith is less
central than in others (which I, perhaps wrongly,
take to mean departments outside the contextual
disciplines), this would constitute an undesirable
(though perhaps necessary) injustice. Many will
deduce from this that it would also be an injustice
to allow this colleague to retain his position upon
the condition of giving up his Lutheranism. 1bis is
why Christian colleges have been able to justify
ever-widening confessional standards for faculty

by an appeal to the demands of justice.
My own circumstance may be very close
to this hypothetical one. In systematic theology I
am Reformed, and I signed the subscription to the
confessions with a clear conscience. But people
are members of particular churches, especially
those that are close cousins, for all kinds of reasons,
and until my thirtieth year I was a Lutheran. My
people have been Lutherans for as long as can be
traced. They were baptized in Lutheran churches,
were educated in Lutheran schools, were taught
music through Lutheran chorales, were lead to
worship through the elegant Lutheran liturgy,
served in Lutheran church offices, were held accountable by a network of Lutheran relationships
that I knew very well, and are buried in Lutheran
cemeteries.
But this heritage will end with my generation. My poor parents will never understand why.
When I first told them, my mother managed to
choke out "No matter what happened to the rest of
the family, we always thought we would keep
you." To pick out a small implication that is less
personally invasive than others, I am now without
worship in the liturgy I loved. This will seem silly
to those who have not lost it themselves. But perhaps you have heard C.S. Lewis' comment about
liturgy: When you go dancing with a beautiful partner, you don't wear new shoes; your mind will be
driven toward breaking them in, not toward your
partner. Perhaps there is no good reason that these
things should be happening to me. Many would
say, for example, that Lutheran worship is not necessarily less rich than the Reformed variety, and
that there is no reason for a Christian professor to
be required to give it up, especially if that
colleague's academic work has been satisfactory.
Thus Calvin's standards for faculty, it is claimed,
cause and perpetuate an injustice. Roughly the
same case could be made for faculty who are Episcopalian, who favor the ordination of women, who

are not Dutch, or who are not from North America.
In fact, we could chop the faculty up along all kinds
of race/gender/ideological/class/cultural lines, as
the surrounding political culture so loves to do, and
in each taxonomy all but one subgroup would be
suffering some "injustice."

A conference like this fall's serves the purpose of placing before the faculty a critically important set of issues, issues that otherwise might
not be intelligently discussed in the future because
not enough faculty would be far enough into the
conversation to understand what was being said.
Because of this, a conference must carefully attend
to its own rhetoric, its choice of words, because
these words will become the common vocabulary
that frames the rest of the discussion for a long
while to come. There is in some circles a rhetorical
habit of reducing the gospel to therapeutic or political language. I am concerned in this case about the
use to which we have casually put the word "justice."
As I understand it, "injustice" basically involves the involuntary, acapricious denial of ones
due. To be counted an injustice, a process or result
must therefore involve both arbitrariness and loss
of volition. It may be unjust for Croats to be forcibly removed from familiar surroundings, but no
injustice is involved when a missionary voluntarily, deliberately deprives herself of all things familiar in service of a higher good.
Affairs in the public domain must provide
stable "justice" of a certain type without discriminating according to belief or other attributes, precisely because these affairs are "public"; there is no
escaping them for a different realm. But in other
domains we enter into private, voluntary responsibilities, for which the same standards of nondiscrimination do not necessarily apply. It would still
be unjust for a private association to discriminate
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along purely arbitrary lines that serve no high purpose (such as country clubs that bar minorities), but
not necessaiily unjust to discriminate in some ways
that are inappropriate to the public domain. I take
this to be a basic lesson from our tradition of
"sphere sovereignty."
Because injustice involves a denial of volition, we usually refer to a person who has suffered
an injustice as a "victim." Let us then refer to "justice-talk" as "the rhetoric of victimization." Victims need to have their volition restored. They
need to be protected from arbitrariness. They are
sometimes pitied. And as the number of perceived
victims multiplies, so must the number of perceived villains.
And now you are probably seeing my
problem with the conference. My own, personal
situation has been framed up in the rhetoric of vie-

nic group, we will be only a few steps from becoming a Lebanon or Yugoslavia. In a Christian anthropology, all of these things must be secondary or
tertiary. I am willing to lose what I can of them, to
gain something much more important.
While in one sense there is no good reason
for me to be asked to make such a sacrifice, in another sense there is every good reason. And the
reason is that we are at war. Are we yet convinced
of this? Did we hear Dr. Mai·sden? While there is
much to be appreciated about the modem world of
ideas that surrounds us, that world's white-hot core
has for three hundred years been engaged in hostilities against the most important things we know
to be true. We are fighting for a just cause. This
war has felled every last one of our great ancestor
comrade institutions; Calvin College is not only a
flagship of the Christian College Coalition, but one
of the last survivors in a line of great Reformed in-

While there is much to be appreciated about the modem world of ideas that surrounds us, that worlds white-hot core has for three hundred years been engaged
in hostilities against the most important things we know to be true.
timization. Apparently a Lutheran like me should
really have been liberated from the arbitrary, involuntary denial of my higher good, but we were unfortunately constrained from doing this by longerterm strategic considerations.
But I am nobody's victim. I do not deserve
or want anyone's pity or pseudo-liberation. I made
a choice. I voluntarily sac1ificed something dear; it
was not taken from me ai·bitrarily. I do not wish to
be protected from my own ability to discern and
decide, to deny myself and be courageous. For I
am not essentially a liturgist, nor a male, nor a German-American, nor the grandson of a coal miner.
If we make human persons out to primarily be
mere representatives of their gender or class or eth-
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stitutions that have passed on, but not into glory.
This is no time for polite conversation
about how we feel, no time to dwell upon the inconveniences and discomforts we experience
when we join the Calvin community. If we indulge
in the luxury of self-pity, however nobly phrased,
we will surely die. For we proclaim no pussy-cat
god who wants merely to affilm us in our brokenness; we have come to announce to our world that
the risen Christ is its Sovereign, to which it and we
must bow. This is the moment to be valiant as we
have never been before. This is the time to be consumed not by what we have given up, but by the
greater common good that we intend by God's
grace to gain.

In a war nearly everyone makes some sacrifices, but some people inevitably make bigger,
more personal sacrifices than others. If a soldier
loses a leg in battle, we do not say he is a victim of
injustice because not all of his comrades lost at
least one leg; we say he has made a sacrifice. Most
of these individual sacrifices, like the death of an
individual lad on a beach, appear to be senseless if
abstracted from the larger movements of fronts and
battles. And therein lies the problem with the
rhetoric of victimization: justice-speak is not only

of prudence; they are prior, different questions than
questions of injustice, and they require a different
rhetoric if they are to be discussed intelligently.
This discussion requires clear-headed discernment
about what is wise before it can consider what is
just; it needs careful judgment about how we predict before investigating how we feel.
Thus, though I have often failed at this myself, I say we must nurture a Rhetoric of Prudence.
We need a way of talking together that will honor
and expect self-denial, not pity it. We need a place

This is no time for polite conversation about how we feel, no time
to dwell upon the inconveniences and discomforts we experience
when we join the Calvin community.
inappropriate to the situation; it distracts us from
the larger, more distant forces within which we are
living. It drives my attention toward my own
losses, and encourages my self-pity rather than my
courage. ltincites anger that should be allowed to
die. And in promoting anger, it greatly impedes my
ability to think and judge clearly.

in which we can talk quietly, not shake our voices
across the auditorium at each other. We need a vocabulary that will restrain anger, not indulge it.
And, above all, we need the conviction that we are
standing together in the service of the Lord of all
creation, to relieve us of self-absorption in our own
small ambition.

Some may say that the cun-ent nan-ow standards for faculty hiring and retention are counterproductive, ultimately harming the College's ability to with stand the forces of secularism. If this is
so, the choices I have made were unnecessary; we
have grieved the young Lutheran chorister, the brilliant young Episcopalian, the young woman dramatist, the young black wit, without cause. Our
faculty hiring standards have obviously not been
without cost. They have left us each a bit more sad,
a bit more cranky, a bit more weary, a bit more ornery. Perhaps they do all this without securing the
good they claim.
This might all be the case; I do not know.
But these questions of ultimate effect are questions

Of course, a college can not be restrained
from secularism by its faculty hiring standards
alone. We will drift if we do not also periodically
(nearly constantly) review and reaffirm our basic
vision, routinely articulate the secularizing pressures around us, exercise extreme caution in our
choice of academic leaders, and expect them to persistently keep our vision before us. Before any of
this, we must be a faculty that easily prays and worships together on our campus. It would be the black
heart of modernity to try to fight secularism only
through our own cleverness or the feeble social engineering I have been describing in this essay. □
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On My Way to Carthage
(some lines taken from the Ode to the Progenitor)
Amid
My immature,
Mirthful days
I'll go down
Daffodil and lily-banked
Paths, and roam
Grassy knolls. I'll
Hunt locusts and
Subsist on wild
Honeycomb bowls, drinking
Of quiet consoling. Gentle
May-month blowing,
My whispering tutor, patiently inclines
My supining ear. All while I float so near
Those gaping gates of sheol.

Tim Ladd

G.A ..

By Nat~an Bruinooge

Sydney Cheste1ton had no desire to be a hero. He worked as Assistant Merchandise Manager for a local department store. It was a fairly complex job, one which required organizational skills (which he had), and the ability to deal
with people in a friendly and professional manner (which was a little bit more difficult). But he enjoyed his job and his
life in the manner most people are led to believe that they must, and in this way he was happy, until he started to become a
hero.
It came about something like this. It was a Saturday, and Sydney was running errands in the mall with his friend
and neighbor, Felix. Felix worked as Assistant Warehouse Manager at the same department store as
Sydney. They got along well enough, and shopped together mainly because Felix's car had been in his garage with an absent exhaust system for the last eight months. They were walking through the center plaza
of the mall, towards Tape World, and they were talking about food.
"I love cake," said Felix. "Don't know why. I don't like ice cream or anything like that. Not even
frosting very much, actually. Just cake. It's weird, but-know what I mean? Sydney?"
"Yeah," said Sydney. He was looking to his right where two young girls were playing by a sculpture
that had just been placed in the middle of the mall. It was large, steel, and abstract, full of twisting curves
and mounds, vaguely resembling a hellish jungle gym. The plaque nearby read: "EXPLODING MUSHROOMS - Vance Wever." And another below it: "KEEP OFF." The two girls weren't exactly keeping
off, which concerned him a little. But he and Felix walked past to a place that sold soft drinks-perhaps
their only serious vice. They were both hopelessly addicted to Cherry Coke.
"Of course, I do rate different cakes differently," said Felix as he sipped his drink. "Like I don't like
things with too much chocolate in them. Especially cakes. But I like lemon a lot. Boy, do I like lemon.
But then there's my favorite." A pause. "Do you know what my favorite is?"
"They were walking back in the direction of the sculpture. "No. What is it?" asked Sydney.
Angel food cake," said Felix triumphantly.
"I hate angel food cake," replied Sydney.
"Why? What's there to hate? It's great! I bet you never tried it-"
Felix continued, but Sydney wasn't listening. As they approached the sculpture again on their left, he
saw the two girls playing hide and seek on either side. He listened to them laugh and giggle.
"Hey!" said one of them, yelling through the girders and steel, "Let's play Push-a-War!"
"What's that?" said the other.
"Like Tug-a-War, but you push! See who can get it on the other person's side!" With fervor they leaned
their shoulders against opposite protrusions and began to push.
Sydney wasn't exactly sure what made him nervous about it. The sculpture didn't look flimsy enough
to tip over, ce1tainly not by two small children. Perhaps it had something to do with the defamation of ait.
He and Felix were str·olling slowly, almost passing the sculpture.
"-and it's so light, so it really doesn't fill you up. I can make it. I got the recipe from my sister.
Maybe if I made you some you'd change your mind, Syd-"
Sydney still wasn't listening. An overwhelming sense of responsibility had consumed him. He mustered his courage and his best parental voice:
"YOU KIDS GET AWAY FROM THAT. .. THING."
Things happened very quickly right then. First, the two girls ignored Sydney. For a moment their faces
held that shocked look kids get when they are rep1imanded by a stranger and not quite sure whether to be
indignant or tenified. Indignance was stronger in their heaits, however, and so they continued their game.
But, just as Sydney and Felix were passing the sculpture, it became clear to Sydney that the girl on the far
end had a distinct advantage in the Push-A-War. To wit, EXPLODING MUSHROOMS by Vance Wever was moving. It
wasn't just sliding, either. True to all the expectations we place on such art, it was falling. Large as it was, its center of
gravity was sufficiently askew to encourage falling at even the slightest pressure. Sydney was a relatively smait person,
and very organized, but he in no way possessed the speed required to react to such a situation. "Hey... " he said.
"-and just a couple cups of sugai·, if you can believe that. Sydney, ai·e you listening? Yo! Buddy!" With that,
Felix gave Sydney a light rap on the back of his shoulder, to get his attention. Under normal circumstances, nothing might
have happened, but when things happen as fast as they were happening right then, probability often takes a vacation.
Sydney was caught off balance by the rap on his back, and in the next step his right foot collided with his left-then he

was stumbling forward, .spilling Cherry Coke all over himself and trying to maintain balance. He careened right in to the
little girl on his side of the sculpture, and the two of them went skidding another few feet down the way-just as EXPLODING MUSHROOMS hit the ground right where they had been with a noise worthy of its title.
The other girl screamed. Felix said "Huh?" Sydney and the girl he had knocked aside both lay there, dazed, covered in Cherry Coke that was beginning to feel sticky.
"Wow, Syd! You saved her!" said Felix.
"He saved Cindy!" said the other little girl.
"Cindy!" screamed someone else as Sydney looked up. It was a mother, large, wearing a pastel flowery
sundress, flip-flops, and carrying a variety of bags. She dropped the bags and ran to her daughter, picking her up off the
ground and examining her thoroughly for injuries.
"The man saved me, mommy. He's a hero."
That was the beginning of the trouble.

In the.next few moments Sydney was hugged by the mother-even kissed on the cheek, if he recalled. This upset him greatly since he hadn't been kissed by any woman besides his own mother since grade school, and he had always
hoped that the first kiss he received would be a tad more romantic. Then he remembered Mall Security asking a few
questions, and everyone (including Felix) talking about how brave he was to have dived in front of the falling sculpture to
save the little girl.
Somewhere in it all, he was let free to go home, but not before he had given a dozen people his name and address, including Cindy's mother. Finally, he was released, and he drove home bewildered, only realizing as he opened his
own front door that he had forgotten Felix.
Sydney stayed up too late watching the Olympics that night. The next morning he was dead tired, and his usual
fix of Cherry Coke did little to pep him up. He slumbered through his shower and breakfast, and spilled Frosted Flakes
all over his shirt. When he left his house, Felix was there, waiting for a ride to work.
"Morning, Felix," Sydney mumbled.
"Morning, Syd. Did you see the news last night?"

"No."
"You were on at 11:00!"
"Great." Sydney was a bit too tired to care at that point. Somehow Greco-Roman wrestling didn't seem nearly
as important at seven in the morning as it had the night before. They got into his car and made their way through suburban streets toward the department store. At a stoplight Sydney began to doze off, and before he knew it his head had
fallen down to the steering wheel and hit the horn. It blared loudly, and he jerked up.
"Wow, Syd! That was close!"
''Huh?''
"Thanks, mister!" said a boy on a bike near the curb, waving.
"What happened?"
"That kid didn't see that car turning left. If you hadn't honked, he
would've got hit." Felix smiled. "Hero again, buddy."
"Oh. Great." The light turned green and they continued. Sydney's nerves
played Greco-Roman wrestling with his sanity the whole day. But try as he did
to stay out of other people's ways, at work he inadvertently stopped a film display from falling on a customer, and was thanlced prolifically. Fortunately, there·
were no hugs or kisses.
He returned from his lunch break to face a horde of excited fellow employees.
"Guess what, Sydney!" said Linda, the Assistant Service Manager. "There
was a TV crew just here to interview you. You just missed them."
"A TV crew?"
"Yeah. They said they'd come back at four."
Sydney left work early, at 3:30, saying that he wasn't feeling well. He
locked the doors of his house and paced in the basement for awhile. When he

A pause. "Are you a ninja?"
"No!"
"Just lucky then, huh?"
"I guess so."
The policeman put away his notepad. "I don't know. I guess it seems that stuff like that takes a lot more than
just luck. Know what I mean?" He gave Sydney an odd expression, then left the store.
Rigidly, Sydney walked over to Mitch. "Sir, could I possibly take the rest of the day off?"
"Wha-Oh, I understand. It must be a pretty rough expe1ience, what with all that adrenaline flowing and all.
Sure. Take tomorrow off too." He clapped him on the shoulder. "You've earned it."
"Thank you."
Sydney went home and took a very long bath, deep in thought. Remembeling what had happened in the Nature
Preserve, he decided to spend his day off walking around downtown-as if the concentration of industry might somehow
stave off supernatural inte1ference.
He was happier the next day, and strolled from street to street, extra-large Cherry Coke in hand. He made his
way out of the business section to the high-rise apartments. He slowed down at a street where two men in moving suits
were watching a piano being hoisted up with cables to a forth floor balcony. They were shouting directions as the piano
inched its way upward. Behind him, skateboarders were liding up and down the street. A small crowd of people had
formed to watch the piano lifting. It was three-quarters of the way up when the man at the top motioned to stop.
"What's the matter?" said one of the men at the bottom.
"Look," said the man at the top, pointing, "I think the cable is fraying. Right there."
The men at the bottom squinted, along with most of the crowd. Finally, an assortment of fingers shot upward,
pointing to the frayed p01tion of the cable. Sydney couldn't quite make it out.
"Better move this thing back down," said the other man at the bottom. They began to do this.
Suddenly, there was an audible pop as the cable snapped. The crowd gasped. The piano didn't fall, but it was
held by less cable and it was listing dangerously.
"Excuse me," said a pretty woman to Sydney's light, "Could I have a sip of the Cherry Coke?"
"What? Oh, sure."
And then, once again, things happened very quickly. Another cable snapped overhead and the piano began to
fall. A skateboarder from behind, cocky and entirely unaware of the danger, was streaking over the pavement, trying to
create a scene by zipping in between Sydney and the pretty woman, and then under the piano. He was doomed, except
that just as he passed near the two of them, Sydney handed the Cherry Coke over to her, clotheslining the skateboarder and
knocking him to the ground at their feet while spilling his extra large Cherry Coke over everything. The skateboard continued on, happily following the laws of inertia, and was squashed, accompanied by a dissonant chord as the piano crashed
to the ground.
"Thanks, dude!" said the skateboarder. Inevitably, the crowd turned their attention to him, with assorted oohs
and ahhs. The pretty girl met his eyes, blouse dripping with Cherry Coke.
"That was incredible. Hey. Are you an-"
"No!" Sydney screamed "No, no, no!" He turned, leaving his Cherry Coke behind on the ground, and ran back
to his car and drove home. He locked his door and ran into his bedroom and threw his pillow around the room, then paced
some more. Then he sat still in the middle of his kitchen floor for a long time. Two hours later, he called Felix at work.
"Felix, does your uncle still have that cabin up in the mountains?"
"Well, yeah, I think so. He never uses it anymore. It's kinda rnn down. Why?"
"Do you think he would mind if I used it for a long time?"
"No, he's forgotten about the place. What's going on?"
"Tell Mitch I'll be taking my vacation time, staiting tom01rnw."
"Whoa, I'm not sure he's going to like that. .. "
"Between you and me, Felix, I'm not sure I'm coming back."
"What? Why not?"
"I can't take this anymore. The World Beyond is conspmng to mess up my life with inadvertent heroism."
"What ai·e you tall<ing about, Syd?"
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"I can't explain. Good bye, Felix."
"Jeez, Syd. I don't know what to say. Umm... how am I going to get to work if you're leaving?"
"You can use my car. Heck, you can have my car. I'll take a taxi to the mountains edge. I'll leave the keys."
"OK, if you say so. Good bye, Syd."
Sydney packed everything that was imp011ant to him, which wasn't a lot, into his big hiking backpack along
with all the things he would need to survive out in the wilderness. It took him a few hours to get everything together, but
he was out in a taxi before Felix got back from work. He was dropped off along the highway at the foot of the mountain,
and he set off upwards with his backpack. Hours later, after sunset, he found the cabin. He went inside and flopped
down on a cot, and slept.
His bliss lasted just about sixty-three hours. For two days and then some, he unpacked his things and lived a
peaceful, uninterrupted existence high in the mountains. There were canned goods there aheady, and he calculated that
(presuming he could endure a lot of pork and beans) he could remain for nearly a month and a half before he would have
to mal<:e his first journey back to town. He had been living for so long on his Last Straw, he felt sure that with some
weeks of recuperation he could handle an occasional improbable rescue. Heroism in small bites. He avoided thinking
about all the supernatural implications. This kept him from going insane. And so he lived, for sixty-three hours.
Around noon on the third day of his stay, he heard a great bustling from outside his cabin. He went to the front
door and opened it, seeing in the background a large fox pursuing something. That something was a bunny in the foreground, who quickly ran between his legs and into the cabin. Instinctively, Sydney closed the door on the fox's face. He
turned around and saw the bunny sitting on his cot, cocking his head as if to say "Thank you."
That was, in fact, the Last Straw. As calmly as he could, he proceeded through the forested slopes to the edge of
a high, high cliff overlooking the wilderness.
"A.hight," he said to the Out There. "I've had it. No one asked me about this. So now I'm going to jump off
this cliff, and do you know what? Nobody's going to save me. Do you know why? Because I won't be there to save
me. It's been pretty clear to me that I've been the only person getting any rescuing done these days. What is it, huh?
Angels on vacation? Well, they can come back and save me. Here I go. I'm jumping. Right now. I'm going to do it.
One, two, three ... "
"Is somebody up there?" The voice came, impossibly, from over the cliff's edge. Sydney edged carefully a few
inched further and cast his eyes over the cliff. Around ten feet down there was a wide ledge, and on the ledge was a
man-young, trimmed, wearing designer outdoor clothes. He was looking up sheepishly.
"Oh, there is somebody there. Hi. I think I'm kind of stuck."
"How did you get there?" Sydney asked.
"Well, I was climbing up, and I made it this far, but on the last stretch, the handholds got a lot smaller, and I
took a rest on this ledge. Then I got to thinking about how high up I was ... " He shrugged.
"Are you a mountain climber?"
"No, no. I read about it in a magazine, and I got all this stuff from a catalog. I guess I'm pretty new at it all. Maybe I shouldn't have tried this."
''Yeah.''

"Hey, listen. Do you think you could give me a hand here?"
Sydney's muscles froze up. Everything flew through his mind-what if
he did, what if he didn't, possibilities of supernatural ploys ...
"Say-you didn't hear what I was saying up here, did you?" he said.
"Oh, no. I just heard your voice. No words. Hey, umm, I don't mean to
push, but I've been stuck here a while."
Sydney was tom. It seemed that here was the place to take his stand
against his condition. And yet, he had never been given a choice before. Was it
a test? Or just another coincidence? Sydney clenched his fists and kept hin1self
from pacing. He looked back over the edge.
"Uh... can I ask you a question?"

"Aques-uh, sure. Whatever." A pause. "You are going to help me,
aren't you?"

Cheri Wassenar / drawing
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For quite some time I have called Psalm 1 my favorite Bible passage. In reading it now, my love
for it is rene~ed as I rediscover the solace it supplies. The comfort is that it begins with a blessing.
I marvel at the manner in which it goes on to instruct. The warnings to steer clear of the wicked
carry with them an intrinsic understanding of the seduction of sin. The progression from "walks"
to "stands" to "sits" maps out how we can first be misled in our journey, then become delayed, and
eventually so comfortable with our digression from the path of righteousness that we are content
to avoid the journey entirely in favor of a sedentary position "in the seat of scoffers."
The righteous alternative to such inactivity is a striking contrast. Instead of the wicked's
dull, eventual congealing, we have "delight" and unceasing meditation. I yearn to illustrate this
juxtaposition, comparing run-down, rusted-out gears with efficient, well-oiled machinery. The
Psalmist provides instead a beautiful, further-reaching created symbol-the tree. Second only to
my tendency to invent metaphors and imagery is my penchant for hugging trees. As a vital participant in creation, timber joins in the song of praise. The description of the righteous man as a
tree clarifies a good deal about that man,who avoids the temptation of being sidetracked by the
wicked and instead finds his joy in God's law to the extent that he never stops meditating on it.
To me, it has always been a challenge to delight in the law of the Lord. Delight is a strong
word-summoning up such related words as smile, joy, and happy. I have an easier time with
more subtle, refined ideas like gratitude when it comes to God's law. Not until I read this word
"delight" and think in terms of trees do I realize that yes! this is a wide-grinning, vital, happy, zealprovoking station to be the holder of God's revelation, his road atlas for the journey he has set before me, his Word. Hallelujah! No wonder "all the trees of the fields shall clap their hands"
(Isaiah 55: 12).
Yet, after I reconcile to myself the "delight" aspect, I'm left wondering how it is humanly
possible to "meditate day and night." That's all the time! The point is, it is not humanly possible,
"but with God all things are possible" (Matthew 19:26). It is God who plants us by streams of water. He provides for us. Firmly rooted, unlike chaff, we are not at the mercy of the wind. We are
able to resist the gusts of temptation and persecution, to bend and not break. We grow in strength
ring by ring, ever raising our limbs higher to our Lord.
We have a Creator who intimately knows his creatures and cares enough to prosper us.
"In all that he does, he prospers." It is quite a revelation for me to see that yielding fruit in season
is part of the psalmist's prosperous tree. I would expect some sort of perpetuality. But God intends for us to go through seasons. He built us to have periods of restoration and personal rejuvenation as well as seasons of fruitful productivity. His promise is that no matter how abundant our
harvest, and likewise no matter how deep our hibernation, our leaves will not wither. He is not
going to let us die and tum into the next skunk's hollow stump.
This matter of bearing fruit makes it clear, too, that the psalmist's intentions in
comparing the righteous and the wicked are not the hopes of the death of the wicked.
is the way of the wicked which will perish. There is hope: our fruit-bearing also produces seed. We can look for an ever-increasing crop of trees-enough to forest the
earth so there's not the root space for even a blade of chaff.

Finally, the answers are in! Your favorite minds address the question:

''If a tree fell in the woods and no one was there to hear it, would it make a sound?''
ROSS PEROT - I'm all ears.
MARTIN HEIDEGGER - That would be the tree treeing and the forest foresting
(the tree-falling-in-the-woods-in-the-world).
HENRY DAVID THOREAU - Everyone should be in the woods anyway.
PAUL SIMON - That's just one of the sounds of silence.
BILL CLINTON - I don't know. Have you seen Chelsea's cat?
SIGMUND FREUD - Did the tree see its mother naked?
EMILY DICKINSON - Was the tree dead?
R.W. EMERSON, MADONNA- The tree fell on me.
ALAN FUNT - It was all a trick. Actually, that tree was a confederate of ours.
RENE DESCARTES - Wait! Who's that Alan Funt guy? And what's he doing with that vat?!?!
GEORGE BUSH - Well, if it blocked the eighteenth hole when it fell, I would make a sound.
JULIA KRISTEVA - Depends on whether the tree was male or female.
FREDERICK NEITZCHE - If the tree wasn't strong enough to stand, it should have fallen.
WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS - So much depends on whether there was a red wheelbairnw there,
glazed with rainwater, and sitting beside the tree.
BARBARA WALTERS - If it were a tree, what kind of tree would it be?
FLAVOR FLAV - What time did the#@%*?%#! tree fall? (Yo, that tree's got flavor!)
JACQUES DERRIDA- What's the (dif)ferance?
NORMAN SCHWARTZKOPF - We blew the hell out of that tree. It's too bad though.
KARL MARX - Depends on if those who owned the tree had the means of production.
SINEAD O'CONNOR-The pope did it.
ISAAC ASIMOV -Ah! So you've finally found me out.
SHAGGY - Zoicks !
LITTLE RICHARD - Yes.
WALT WHITMAN - Branches, leaves, bark, breeding, root, and sap; it's as much as I can stand.
JOHN CALVIN - lif it was a female tree, it doesn't matter.
ANDREW DICE CLAY - *%##@!$?*%##@&&*%#!$%&* tree.
TONY DIEKEMA - Well, I wasn't able to be there. But it definitely wasn't the big deal everyone's making it out to be.
ROBERT FROST - I stopped by the woods ...
FREDERICK BUECHNER - Only if you were paying attention.
SID VICIOUS - Never mind the bullocks, where's the trees?
D.H. LAWRENCE - It was alive! It was alive!
JOHN HARE - Crash! Bang! Zumph! Swack! er, what was the question?
ANNIE DILLARD - My soul was stretched over that tree, like a moth over a flame.
VINCENT VAN GOGH- Huh? Speak into my light ear!
CHARLES MANSON - I killed that tree because it deserved to die.
GERALDO - Find out-on the next Geraldo.
ISAAC NEWTON - Ouch! Eureka!!!
KEVIN COSTNER - Neat!
ERNEST HEMINGWAY - It fell. I went fishing.
TERTULLIAN - What does the tree have to do with Jerusalem?
GEORGE ORWELL - Whether or not it made a sound, someone was watching.
FLANNERY O'CONNOR - The tree was gnarled, aged, and perverse, and sort of like Cluist.
RONALD REAGAN - Well I can't recall. But it does remind me of a movie I was in once.
JOSH COOLEY - Never mind the trees, where's the crags?
KRISTIN DOlVIBEK - Well, that just goes to show that everything's sort of chaotic,
I mean chaos is fundamental,you know, and ... yeah.
DAN HUTT - I find your question boring and tiresome.

Song of Days
Rise in mourning; face the bitter day
Regretfully from half-sleep's light embrace.
Squarely shoulder daylight's yoke of care,
And plow the fields of morning with despair.
Leave the plow beneath the noon-day sun;
Cast off the dusky garments of the night.
Shoulders bared to blaze, feet clutching earth,
Now sow the seeds of labor; pray for birth.
Smile beneath the yawning evening skies;
The reaper stalks among the harvest rows.
Lie down and sleep; your day was hard and long.
Your lullaby shall be the harvest song.

Chad Engbers
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Contributors
W.DaleBrownplaysracketball,teaches American literature courses, and interviews Cluistian writers.

Dan Phillips, who just came out of the closet, is still fighting for the ordination
of men.

Dan Emshoff has one bed: He calls it "Planet Earth" and sleeps wherever this
life takes him and wakes up when the next one does the same.

Tonya Tucker is morally opposed to laminating.
Nate Bruinooge is a novice but determined weight lifter.
Chad El)gbers knows very little about agriculture, but hopes to learn more.
Ann Rhinehardt is an elusive alumnus--alumni? alumna? alumna?
Patty Matuszak is fuming because we forgot to recognise her for her poem in
the last issue. We' re hoping this will appease her.

Jed Datema is a peeping tom ... no, seriously.
Cheri Wassenar can balance 40 pennies on her elbow and catch them all in
one swoop. "It's true! "

Kurt Schaefer calls watches clocks. "Do you have a clock on?"
Tim Ladd is majoring in English and classical languages and would like to try
his hand at prophecy after he graduates.

Patrick Byrne wears plaid on the outside because plaid is how he feels on the
inside.

Kelly Benjamin is not responsible for anything or anyone.
Pam Eicher can be found playing Celtic music on her wooden flute when she's
not busy doing art.

Kiera Geehan will be going to New York this interim.
Jeff C. Van Abbema likes people.
Rere Nakpodia I am not Joe. Joe is not me. I've never even owned a drum kit. . - - - - - - - - - - - - - ,
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